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Letters to Nick Carter 

Editor's Note 

"He had no shade of literary vanity; he was never at the trouble 
to be dull," R. L. Stevenson once wrote of a dime-novelist, or an 
author who corresponded to that class in England and whom he 
read "when I had attained to man's estate." "His works fell out of 
date in the days of printing. They were the unhatched eggs of Arab 
tales; made for word-of -mouth recitation, certain (if thus told) to 
captivate an audience of boys or any simple people — certain, on the 
lips of a generation or two of public story tellers, to take on new 

merit and become cherished lore If we so consider 'The 

Diamond Necklace,' or The Twenty Captains,' which is what I re- 
member best of Hayward, you will find that staggering narrative 
grow quite conceivable." 

Stevenson, who had an epicurean's palate for the penny press, 
revels so charmingly in Hayward, a man whose works, I suspect 
from his winning description of them, were altogether inferior to 
these detective stories, that one feels it would have at least pleased 
him to know Nick Carter and his set. How he would have revelled 
again and charmed us, had he put himself to the task of writing an 
essay on them! I think the letters printed below are the sort that 
he could not have been indifferent to. At any rate they show the 
curious vitality of the detective; it was through the courtesy of 
Messrs. Street and Smith that I was enabled to examine them — an 
imposing stack, coming from many parts of the world, from Europe 
and South America as well as from Africa and Asia, some from 
mothers asking news of their runaway sons, some from men anxious 
to offer their services, some from enthusiastic youths, some begging 
for money, or autographs; almost all written with not a glimmer 
that the hero to whom they are addressed was only a myth. 

Nancy, 14 September, 1909. 
Dear Mr. Carter: 

Not knowing English — I am going to learn it next year — I write 
to you in my native tongue. From the age of seven I have read and 
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re-read the adventures of the English detective, Sherlock Holmes. 
He charmed me. I have read others also but, dear sir, the only 
veritable (I firmly believe they are) adventures that have capti- 
vated me are yours. Oh! would that I could have taken part in 
your adventures, shared your dangers, at the same time leaving you 
the glory that is due to you ! The "Affair Carruthers" astonished me, 
"Doctor Quartz" stupefied me and "Dazaar" terrified me. Oh ! How 
I thank God that He endowed you to be a good man — what 'a terrible 
man you would have been had you turned to the bad! It seems to 
me I see you opening your mail and barely glancing at these lines. 
They merit no more, in fact. It was the touching adventure of the 
dear little Mexican niiio that pushed me to write to you. My school- 
mates laugh at me, they do not believe in your existence, but I, I be- 
lieve in it, and I have resolved to write to Nick Carter, the Master 

Detective I was going to make you compliments, but as your 

admirable modesty detests them, I hush. You are in fact the only 
man, with my father and Buffalo Bill (whose true name is Captain 
Cody and who came to Nancy) , the only man, I say, such as I wish 
men to be. Are you interested in the Steinheil mystery? Excuse me 
if I write to you in French, but judging from the "Book of Cases" 
of your cousin Chickering, you know French. 

Receive, unique sir, my sincere remembrances. R. S. 



Seflor 

Nick Carter. Cordoba, Feb. 24, 191 1. 

My Dear Sir: 

The motives that induce me to write this letter are the follow- 
ing: That I am a young man twenty-one years old, of Argentine 
nationality and Spanish parentage, and that from a tender age I have 
had a great leaning towards the career of a detective. I am ac- 
quainted with the different classes of professional robbers, and I am 
quick to dive into and understand any of these affairs, no matter how 
difficult or complicated they may be. 

After many years of practice, I have managed to learn many 
and different kinds of disguises for the face, and I have used these 
so perfectly that my own parents have not been able to recognize 
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me ; I am ventriloquist enough to be able to change the tones of my 
voice, am very skillful in the management of fire-arms, a dead shot, 
and can act in cold blood at the moments of utmost danger. I know 
how to work at any trade they may put me to, as also how to drive 
automobiles, coaches, and can ride a bicycle well. I give you all 
these details because I know they are necessary in a detective's 
career. I am quick to run, jump or attack any person and leave that 
person defenseless at a single blow. 

Knowing your great celebrity, and the difficult cases you have 
solved, I offer my services as an aide, hoping I shall know how to be 
useful in any work you may order me to do. I am a young man of 
elegant carriage, with some instruction and educated enough to min- 
gle in the best circles of society. 

I hope, Mr. Nick Carter, that these short lines will strike your 
sympathy, and that, with a small sacrifice on your part, I may some* 
day acquire fame as a disciple of the illustrious and celebrated detec- 
tive, Nick Carter, and that thus South America shall at last possess 
a celebrity on its detective force. 

I, Mr. Nick Carter, do not ask y6u for any salary at present if 
you will procure me lodgings. I see that serious difficulties will be 
encountered at the start in a country of strange customs and language 
different to mine, but I hope with my great aptitude in these matters 
to soon familiarize myself with the great metropolitan city of New 
York. 

Awaiting your answer, I greet you and beg to remain, 

Your faithful servant, T. D. 

I hope you will send me your address in your letter. 
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The following token of admiration, written on a dainty pink 
sheet of paper and signed by five girls, has all the air of having 
oeen done in a convent-school: 
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Monsieur, Bruxelles, le 12 Janvier-i 1 

From several of your passionate readers, who follow all your 
exploits with great interest. N. 

It is regrettable that you are not in Belgium to embark on your 
exploits here. N. K. 

I hope to have the pleasure of hearing people acclaim you in 
Bruxelles. 

In Belgium, also, we admire your exploits ; not only do we read 
you, but we admire you at the cinematograph. A. T. 

You see that we think of you and that you fascinate a good many 
minds. M. V. 

You would give us great pleasure if you would send each one of 
us your portrait and that of your aides, or a letter in response to ours. 

F. de G. 

Receive, Sir, as also your dear Ida and your aides, Chick and 
Patsy, this token of our best friendship. N. 

Alexandria, Egypt, 
Mr. Nicholas Carter. Oct. 31, 1908. 

Dear Sir: 

I have just finished reading the last of your adventures, and I 
shall be filled with impatience until the next appears— to such a point 
do you captivate me. I am constrained to ask you, yes or no, are you 
alive or have you not ever been alive? This bizarre question I have 
put to a lot of my friends and not one has been able to assure me of 
your existence, so I have decided to write and ask you for the solu- 
tion of this mystery. Is it strange? If you exist you will receive 
my letter and I hope you will have the courtesy to answer it and, in 
that case, besides the fact that I shall be charmed to know of your 
existence, I shall possess a precious souvenir written with your own 
hand, so deft and famous! If, on the contrary, you do not exist, this 
letter will make a tour of New York and will be returned to me, 
which will prove that there is no Nick Carter in this world! 

I wanted to shake your hand and those of your pleasant com- 
panions, but unhappily I shall never make all the money necessary 
to accomplish a voyage to your home!! I am a clerk with a very 
modest salary!! Respectfully, N. O. 



